


A Different Time and a Changed Duo

by Littlest1



Category: Merlin
Genre: Adventure, Friendship
Language: English
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-20 00:22:30
Updated: 2016-04-20 00:22:30
Packaged: 2016-04-27 14:52:54
Rating: T
Chapters: 1
Words: 4,210
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: When the fates decide to give Merlin a twin sister named Mavis it changes the events of Camelot forever. After turning their greatest foe into allies they die to save those that they lost. Now in modern day they are back though unfortunately for Arthur and the Knights they are different. Will they be able to make the duo remember or will they be to different to be friends?





	A Different Time and a Changed Duo

**Hello Readers!**

**This is my first story and thanks to my fellow authors that I am in correspondence with I am now going to publish this story and hope for the best!**

**A few quick warnings before this fic starts:**

**First off in this story Merlin has a twin named Mavis. She is his equal in power and has helped out through the years and certain events. I will do a few rewrites of certain events, but leave the others basically untouched and just leave it to your imagination about what changes might have occurred now that there are essentially two Merlins.**

** Next that the cannon diverges at some point in series 5 but there are a few other minor changes. One is that the characters will have slight different ages. **

**My disclaimer is that I don't own Merlin only my Ocs and this story line.**

* * *

><p>Camelot was under the rule of King Arthur and his Queen Guinevere. Magic was still outlawed, however it was not persecuted like it was during Uther's reign. Unknown to the King his two closest servants and friends, the twins Merlin and Mavis, were the reason that the magic threats kept on being neutralized. Currently the biggest threat had started two year ago, After Kara's death. Mordred had fled Camelot and denounced Arthur and Camelot and sought out and Aly: Morgana. Together the two of them used their powers to revive Morgause to have another magical ally. The three caused all sorts of trouble and even turned Gwen into their evil pawn.<p>

The war went on for what seemed like decades and both twins were captured numerous times to prevent 'Emrys' from interfering with their plans. This ended up being the worst and best mistake that Morgana and Mordred could have made. The twins were able to get under the two's skin and helped them see past their rage and thirst of revenge to see their actions with clear eyes.  
>With each plan thwarted the duo began to doubt what they were doing. They took to disguising themselves and listening to the ideal chatter of townsfolk across the lands. In every town they heard their names uttered in fear, hatred and, in rare cases, sadness. The ones who spoke of sadness talked about who they were before the evil and how it wasn't the magic that had corrupted their hearts but their own blindness. All who heard them only spoke of how it would be a blessing to have both back to their normal selves once again helping the king forge his path. Morgana was touched by the true thoughts of the people and yearned to once more be the girl she once was. Slowly she began to let go of the darkness that took home in her heart.<p>

Mordred also had his doubts about who he had become but was not yet ready. He wanted to see what his own people, the Druids, thought of him and Morgana before letting go of his vendetta against the king. One night he heard a Druid group was headed to Lake Avalon and would stay there for a while. He decided to travel with them like he did once as a boy, but incognito and without Morgana. When he reached the camp he was greeted with the unexpected sight of his old mentor, Girec, teaching young Druids.  
>Girec was a tall man with dark hair that now held traces of silver throughout. He had sharp emerald green eyes that seem to see through your very soul. He was a powerful magic user that was given his gifts at birth and thus had no say. When Mordred was young and still lived with his father, Girec's camp was the one they stayed with the most. The man saw that Mordred bore the burden of magic like he did and knew the boy was destined to end the once and future king's life. Unlike many around him he did not think that Arthur's death was a certainty. Fate cannot be changed but destiny can be. Fate decreed Arthur the once and future king and Merlin and Mavis Emrys so that could not be changed but Mordred's fate was not certain and if he was lead in the right direction he could change his destiny entirely. Girec understood that and was set to make sure that happened. If Mordred had stayed it would have been very probable that he would have never thought of ever trying to take Arthur's life.<br>Mordred was elated that his teacher had survived through the years and was still teaching young minds like he did in his youth. Mordred knew from that moment on that he would never be the same again. After spending a week at the camp he finally gathered the courage to ask the Elders of their opinion of Mordred, Morgana and the Emrys twins.  
>That night right as he went to speak a voice called out,<p>

"Horses carrying two riders are fast approaching the camp!"

The camp was quickly filled with panic. How had an outsider found them? They rushed to pack up the tents until they saw it. A beautiful and rare Snowy Owl with wings that gleamed silver, something that only happened to animals touched by magic in an irreversible way. The crowd stood transfixed and then they heard the clear and beautiful tune of a flute that washed over them. The Druids relaxed and began sheepishly chuckling.  
>Mordred was puzzled. What was going on? Why were they now at ease when enemies were approaching? What was that owl doing here and finally who was playing that wonderful music? Girec must have seen his confusion and laughed. He called out in a warm voice<p>

"Brina why don't you come and explain to our new and temporary friend just what is going on."

Mordred looked around hopeful at the surrounding females trying to determine who this Brina was.

"Over here lad" a soft voice called. He spun around, a smile on his face, but it quickly faded for he saw no females near.

"Honestly can't a person once figure out that I'm the one speaking?" Mordred froze, blinked and rubbed his eyes. He looked toward Girec who looked at him with amusement and nodded. Mordred turned toward the newly discovered Brina and was quite honestly lost. The voice that just called you didn't come from any of the girls around the fire. It came from the owl that was pirtched on the log adjacent to Girec.

"You just talked" he stated as if testing those words out.

"Yes" answered the owl in.

"You're Brina?" Mordred said in disbelief.

"Yes. Yes I am." Brina answered amusement laced in her tone.

"B-but you're an owl! Normal owls don't talk!" Mordred asked slightly hysterical.

A giggle was heard at the entrance to the camp, a giggle that Mordred was familiar with and caused his heart to skip a beat. He turned his head in disbelief as he saw Mavis and Merlin riding into camp with smiles on their faces greeting those that they passed.

'What is going on?!' Thought Mordred,'Why were the Emrys twins here? And why are they so friendly with everyone?'

"Finally caught up?" Brina asked startling Mordred out of his thoughts.

"Brina, we are on horses and you are an owl who is magically gifted. Do you honestly think that we were going to be right behind you?" Mavis asked in a overly exasperated tone, a half smile on her face. Her comment caused many to chuckle and shake their heads in fondness. Brina just shook her head and flew up to Mavis's arm.

"Has the great owl finally shut up?" Asked Merlin teasingly.

"No but tell me when you do. I'll have to start telling the world that the world is ending." Brina quipped back causing several roars of laughter.

Mordred felt a smile tugging at his lips but was still greatly confused. Before he could speak, the twins began dismounting and handed their steeds to out stretching hands. They grabbed their bags and began to make way to the elders surrounding the fire. They greeted each with proper protocol and each elder did the same much to Mordred's astonishment. The way they moved and acted around these people was a far cry from how they acted when he last saw them in Camelot, let alone Druid camps. He would have never even guessed that they knew how to properly greet a child Druid, much less an elder, and yet they did it in such a way that if it weren't for the fact that he knew them he would say that they were born Druids.  
>After the formalities were done, identical grins stretched across the duo's faces as they flew into Girec's arms. The elder embraced the twins and when they pulled away each twin raced to hug him individually.<p>

"It is so good to see you again Girec! It seems like an eon since we last came to visit you." Girec chuckled and answered back

"Too true dear one, too true." And proceeded to pick up Mavis by the waste and spin her around in a circle.

"Mavis! Merlin!" called the little children who flock to the siblings, their attention solely on them as they asked hundreds of questions. Brina sat by Mavis and wore an owl version of exasperation as she watched the two interact.

Finally Mordred could hold his tongue no longer.

"Excuse me, would someone explain just what is going on here?" The twins looked up both had an eyebrow raised in a way that only someone who spent too much time with Gaius could perfect.

"I was wondering when you would gain back your tongue. Most druids that meet these two can't gain any sense as fast as you did. I must say I am impressed." Brina called out.

"Bri!" Scolded Mavis but amusement danced in her eyes. She turned towards Mordred and smiled.

"I am sorry about her. Most are confused when they see the Emrys twins for the first time at a camp. You are probably wondering what we are doing here and when we started traveling to see our people, and of course why, correct?" She asked. Mordred took a moment and asked

"Wha- H-how did you know..."

"That you were going to ask that? Call it a hunch." Said Merlin with a smile that was laced with mischief.

"What's your name stranger?" He asked. "

"M-Morvan" Mordred stammered out the allies that was going by.

"Well Morvan, prepare yourself for one hell of a tale." said Girec.

The twins hushed the young and began to tell their story, the story of how they came to Camelot and found out about their destiny. Mordred was entranced by their tale and never once had the pleasure of hearing. He sat up straight as Merlin finished the tale of a young druid boy named Mordred. A young voice called out,

"Why did that man have to exist, he threatens the peace we have waited for where magic can be free, but he and Morgana threaten that by acting as they do! It just shows the other kingdoms that magic is used for evil. I wish they would just vanish!" cried out a girl's voice that was seated on Merlin's right.

"She's right! They don't help us try just create more trouble." Exclaimed out the boy seated on Mavis's left. Grumbles of approval came from the adults around the teens. Mordred's stomach plummeted with the two youths words. Were they right? Had he and Morgana become monsters that even their own people fled from?

"Alana!"

"Collin!" Two sharp voices halted all chatter. Merlin and Mavis stood looking furiously at the children that spoke.

"That is enough." Mavis stated.

"But -"

"No." Stated Merlin in a tone that Mordred would have never thought possible for the happy-go-luck servant.

"They do what they think is right and have been treated poorly by those who do not understand magic." He calmly stated. Mordred was flabbergasted. Why in the name of the triple goddess were his two sworn enemies standing up for their greatest foes? As is reading his thoughts the boy, Collin if the shouts were to go by asked,

"What do you mean?" Mordred gave his attention to the twins eager to hear their explanation and try to reconcile the two images of the twins, the ones that pursued and tried to kill himself and Morgana and the image of them defending them. What was going on?

"Hmm how to put this." Mavis muttered.

"Aha!" She said with a snap.

"I'll start it like I did when I explained magic to Leon, Gwaine, and Percival."

'Wait does that mean they know that these two have magic and that they are Emrys? And when did they explain that without getting their heads chopped off!?' Mordred inwardly questioned before shifting his attention back on the twins.

"What is a sword used for?" Mavis asked throwing them all off guard.

"Killing people?" One voice asked.

"Protecting oneself." Another stated. Merlin chucked.

"Correct on both accounts. Now who can tell me what magic is used for?"

"For helping people of course." A child called.

"True but some use it to hurt others with it as well." Merlin reasoned.

"My brother is right. Magic is like a sword, they are both just tools. The way they are used, whether it is to attack or to help someone. It is the user's choice and no one else's. They are not evil or good at their core. They just are. It is the person that chooses what path they will walk." Mavis said.

Mordred was in shock. No one had ever really shown him that. He had always thought that magic could never be evil. He also thought that due to all of the magic users the twins would see is as evil as well and think themselves as evil. Yet the twins weren't saying it was good or bad, but instead that magic was a neutral force.

"But wait. There are good spells and bad spells, spells that should not be used. How is that neutral?"

"An excellent question. But you're wrong Magic isn't evil and good but Dark, Light, and Gray." Mavis said.

"Huh?" was what she got in reply.

"Okay let's simplify it a bit more. Say that you have a spell that you used to purify water. It seems universally good right?" There were nods from the crowd though some reluctantly.

"Well what if someone decided to use it on a human. A simple spell now is the tool for a gruesome murder." Merlin explained, looks of horror and revulsion made its way onto the Druids faces.

"Also not all dark magic is evil. The only thing it is, is dark. Let's take the killing spell for example, normally it would be labeled an evil deed, but say you have a cursed man who is suffering but cannot die. The killing spell can be used to give this man a painless death of cast correctly."The children and Mordred were astounded.

"However that doesn't mean it is right" came Mavis's firm voice.

"Magic is about balance and must not be underestimated, sometimes it just is." Mavis concluded.

"I think I understand now, but what about Mordred and Morgana? Their actions are dark and so is their destiny." Inquired Alana in a puzzled tone. The siblings looked at each other. They seemed to have a silent debate that only they could understand. A sight that was familiar to any resident of Camelot, Mordred when he first saw it had thought that it was telepathic communication, but came to see that it was just a testament to how close the twins were. Though that isn't to say that they never have participated in these types of conversations, just that they don't need to, to communicate with one another.

Finally they both looked resigned and Merlin told the crowd the verdict to their silent debate.

"In five days we will return and we will bring with us the knights that have earned the right to travel with you, Leon, Percival, and Gwaine. As we journey to the lake, we will tell more of the adventures we have embarked upon over the years. We will even tell of how the knights learned of our magic and became friends with the Druids. When we reach Lake Avalon we will tell you the tale of Mordred and Morgana, or at least the tale through _our_ eyes at least. Then you will know our thoughts on these two and their destiny. Perhaps then you won't be so quick to judge them as we once did. Now it's late and we are going to retire to our tents. Alana. Collin. Come along. To the rest, we bid you goodnight." With those words the twins took each of the young adults by the hand and lead them to two tents slightly set apart from the other dwellings. Brina bowed her head and followed the group.

"I bet you still have questions, huh Morven?" Said Girec.

"I- well yes I do but..."

"But you figure that they will get answered by those two along the way and while at the lake?" He replied with a knowing smile.

"Yes, but I do have some questions. Why were Alana and Collin so venomous when talking about Mordred and Morgana? How old are they? Where are their parents? Why are they staying with Merlin and Mavis? What is the twin's connection to those two?" Mordred rapidly asked.

Girec sighed.

"Some of those are easy to answer and some are loaded. They told me that if you asked to give you the basics and some of the finer details, but, if you want a more in depth explanation, you need to ask the duos." He warned. Mordred nodded and followed Girec to his tent

. "Alana and Collin are 15 years old each. They are about 10 years the twins junior. As for where their parents are, to put it simply" Girec paused sighing

"no longer with us." Mordred felt sympathy for them. He had lost his father only a young so he understood their pain.

"How?" Was all he asked, a question that asked more than it would seem. Girec looked at him with eyes full of sorrow.

"Both children's parents were killed when Morgana called up the undead army and laid siege to Camelot the first time. The children were not even 8 years old." Mordred felt sick but urged Girec to continue his tale.

"They don't blame Morgana." That threw Mordred for a loop, but looking at Girec's face knew it was better that he didn't interrupt.

"No, they blame Morgause. What they have a hard time forgiving is murdering hundreds of innocent people, both magical and ordinary, as it makes Morgana and, to an extant Mordred, look no better than Uther in their opinion."

'Morgana would not like _that_ comparison' Mordred thought feeling clammy at comparing himself to the monster that was the former king.

"And what made it worse was that they did it to bring about a change that Albion was not yet ready for." Girec shook his head and his tone became lighter thankfully.

"As for the story of how they are tied to the twins, well that tale is much happier.

"Mavis and Merlin were going to visit their mother mot long after the battle was over, when they saw the damage to a nearby village. The twins split up to see if they could find any survivors. As Mavis approached some of the huts she heard sobbing and found Collin in the ruins of his former house alone and crying. Collin was the only survivor of his family, and what was even more astounding than the fact that he survived was the fact that when Mavis found him, he was surrounded by a green, shimmering, translucent bubble that stopped everything from coming near, everything except Mavis. When Mavis touched the bubble it dimmed and disappeared, as the magic that powered it knew she could be trusted. Mavis then held Collin until his sobbing stopped. Merlin had searched a different area and found a similar scene except this time with a blue colored shield that protected Alana in an old barn that most likely belonged to her family. When the twins regrouped at their camp the twins realized that the two would most likely be gone in the morning and that neither had any reason to trust either of them especially since they had used magic. While they would not normally have done something as rash as what they did that day neither regret their actions on that day. The twins showed them their magic and flared out their auras, the youths were surprised and delighted and soon let their own aura dance freely. A bond was made between the children and the saviors. Both twins made a vow that day, to the children and themselves, that their charges would never be alone. They would be mentors, pillars, and sibling for the duo and nothing would stop them from fulfilling that promise, not even death I suspect."

"Wait so the Alana and Collin are-?"

"Warlocks like the twins. Nowhere near their power level, but powerful all the same. They act as protégés and siblings of sorts to the twins, Alana usually follows Merlin and Collin Mavis. Two years ago during the period where Mordred was a knight they lived with Hunith and occasionally visited Druid camps that were passing through. The only reason that Morgana, Morgause, and Mordred haven't learned of them yet is because both twins placed a strong spell on the two so that anyone that would use them against the twins would forget them as soon as they left the duo's presence, a spell that lasted until their thirteenth birthday passed and by then Mordred was gone and they were living with the twins in Camelot. Agravaine never told Morgana because the twins never seemed important enough, and while they would have made prime hostages, they were too well known throughout the city for their absence to go unnoticed, plus Mavis and Merlin terrified him into never going near them again the first time he tried something and the kids pranked him so much that he just thought it too much trouble."

"What did they do?" Mordred asked."

"Trust me Morven that is one thing that you're better off not knowing."

"Why are the youths traveling with you right now?" Mordred asked.

"For their protection and education. The twins know better than to tell them to stay away from danger, both are too much like their mentors, but they and the others in Camelot can only watch them so close and teach them so much. By traveling with us they can see more of the land, yet still learn how to control their gifts. Alana has a strong healing gift very much like Mavis, and uses it to help the tribe. Collin can create barriers that help shield us from those that would do us harm. Both have the ability to block a seer's gift when they focus on it." Girec answered pride evident in his sat in silence.

"I am going back to my previous camp to retrieve my sister. I think she'll want to hear these stories and meet the twins and ask questions, same as I have. I will catch up to you after."

"I figured you'd say that. Take a horse and bring back one when you return. That way I have one and you can stop bumming off of me." Laughed Girec. Mordred smiled in response and set off to retrieve Morgana. There was a lot for them to discuss.

"One last question: Who was playing that beautiful flute?" Girec looked up with a twinkle in his eye.

"That would have to be Mavis. The girl truly is gifted."

* * *

><p><strong>Well that is a rap for my first chapter. <strong>

**Ages of Characters**

**Merlin and Mavis: 16 years at beginning of series 25 now**

**Arthur and Elyan: 20 years at beginning of series 29 now**

**Gwen and Morgana: 17 years at beginning of series 26 now**

**Morgause: 30 years at beginning of series 34 now revived**

**Percival: 22 years at beginning of series 31 now**

**Gwaine: 19 years at beginning of series 28 now**

**Leon: 23 years at beginning of series 32 now**

**Lancelot: 22 years at beginning of series 26 when died**

**Uther: 50 years at beginning of series 54 when died**

**Gauis: 70 years at beginning of series 79 now**

**Mordred: 13 years at beginning of series 22 now**

**Collin and Alana: 6 years at beginning of series 15 now**

**Please review and tell me if you notice any mistakes and whether I should continue or not.**


End file.
